OH GAY ARE THE GARLANDS

stuck his hand into her hair and shook her head
about. She thought only that it would be nice to tell
him later that it had hurt. He said: 'They told me
that I was a thief-me, Harald HardradaP

'I did not call you a thief/ said Anastasia. But she
had meant to say it laughingly, and instead her voice
had gone thin and little.

'It would not matter much to me if you had/
He was looking at her, looking at her with those
cold eyes, interested but unmoved! The two plaits of
his hair rolled down over his shoulders on to her face.
He tossed his head and swept them off; they were
like snakes. She could not get the eyes to come alive,
to be her Harald's eyes! This was the mood in which
he had also been interested in death. Now it was she
herself who was the curious fact. She realized that all
the things she had heard of him were true. They had
caught one of the Bonders who had killed King Olaf
the Saint, in Russia, and had cut the blood eagle on
his back. Harald had been there and seen it. She
did not know at first what a blood eagle was. He told
her you cut the ribs all off from the back bone, and
bent them outwards like red wings and there were the
heart and lungs, red too, and flopping, inside. When
she knew that she could not believe he had really
looked on himself, though they told her he had. He
laughed at her, because they did plenty of unpleasant
, things in Constantinople, Windings mostly, with
occasional croppings of tongues or ears. Quite often
they were done in the Hippodrome in front of
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